This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Eight Claims already Paid. 


| Sie Aalifeaay 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
Vol. X.—No. 488.) © SATURDAY, AUGUST 12, 1893 (ONE PENNY. 


é 


li 


mn ooreee] 


see PANT a 
‘woe —— 


; = aor 1] HS F.0.S.,5.LL., M.SS., Se. 
A VAAL A tS Pe eS PHRENOLOGIST 
AA t + ONY < BR TOALL THE UNCROWNED HEADS or 
EUROPE & HERNE BAY. 
CHARACTER DELINEATED ) 


FROM THE NOSE. 
WRITTEN CHARACTERS 2/6 


Goo 5 YN f 


LZ 
Z, 
‘EE 


Eee & A 


BUMP FEELING AT HERNE BAY. 


“ Having last week painted Southend red, Poor Papa is now busy waking up and generally flabbergasting the natives of Herne Bay. A bit of a scientist 
in his way, he has, during the last few years, made a study of Phrenology. If bumps are to be found on anyone’s cranium, Papa can find them. Chiefly with 
the uid of « Unsweetened,’ my unfortunate Parent persuaded Uncle Boffin to fall down his hotel stairs the other day. Of course bumps innumerable resulted. 
This accident (?) gave Dad the opportunity he required, and Uncle has ever since been coerced into posing as a sort of Phrenologist’s headpiece.” —Toorsit. 


WHEN YOU FEEL LIKE KICKING YOURSELF. A LYING TOMBSTONE. 
! cranes —_———— 

a’ LIRSC Ky] In the month of May, 1848, a young Parisian shopman, 

Paris named Eugéne Picault, married Mlle. Célestine Handoz, 


In the month of May, 1870, died at Sienna, in Tuscany, in 

a beautiful villa sumptuously furnished, a rich stranger, 

who for some years had been travelling through ltaly 

dragging wearily from town to town an emaciated anc 

feeble Tame, bearing on his face the certain signs of 

approaching death. Accompanying him was a still young 
and beautiful woman, who was never absent from his side, ‘| 
\ 


the daughter of small but respectable shopkeepers. 
} 


and who was with him at last to close his eves. The news- 
papers recorded the decease as that of “Sir William Guthry 
Uokanea an English subject, son of Robert Guthry,” 
and to this brief notice added a few words of sympathy for 
his widow. : 
Eugene Picault and Sir William Guthry were one and the 
same. 
But how was it that the draper’s assistant, who in 1848 | 
had begun life with the most unambitious of unions should, 
in 1870, be metamorphosed into an Englishman splénetique 
et milliomaive 2) Whowas this beautiful wonuin who knelt by 
the side of his grave. and who so little resembled the come. 
monplace bride of 1548 ¢ | 


When you have asked Uncle Jack for a “tenner,” When you have done a mile inside seven minutes to When you have paid more than you can afford for It was quite a romance—a romance of real life! | 
{ 
{ 


vl he parts so willingly that you can see you might catch atrain and then find you have left your putse —a fine bit of thirteenth century stuff, and a frient Eugene Picault was not born to slavishly drudge behind 
Lave Lad fifty, i ul x . behind. : y drawe your atvention to the “ Made in Germany “on it acounter. He had grand ideas. Appropriating the small 
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dowry his wife had brought him, he took a shop of hia own and 
launched out in the most reckless fashion. When not engaged im 
hazirdous enterprise, he passed his time in dissipation, with the 
deplorable but not unexpected result that in 1854 he was utterly 
ruined and deeply in debt. 

Inalittle heck street he then opened a little office with a big 
brass plate on the door, describing the nature of his profession, He 
professed, indeed, to do almost everything, and among others he 
Ottered to collect rents and look after landed property. The brass 

date caught the eve of a rich young American lady, Miss Sylva 
*hiquepal d'Arusmont, travelling for pleasure through Europe, 
Miss Sylva was an orphan, and had no near relations living. She 
had property in America, and wanted somebody to look after 
it. She entered the oftice, the neatness of which Impressed her 
favourably, Nothing, too, could be more correct than the speech 
and deportment of Picault himself; besides, he was extremely 
good-looking. 

A few weeks later, Miss Sylva and her business manager started 
for the States, the latter leaving his wife and children at home. 
Long and atiectionate letters were, however, exchanged, and fre- 
quently sums of money sent over, and at length he wrote askin 
her to join him at Philadelphia, She found him here living in ¢ 
style, and for some time nothing could have been more affectionate 
than his conduct. Suddenly a change took place, and he treated 
his wife with the greatest coldness, Poor Madame Picault was 
humiliated in every way. Miss Sylva, in her presence, conversed 
with her husband in English only, a language the wife did not 
understand, and between them secret signs and pressures of the 
hand were ever passing. 

The wife saw it all. She had been sent for only to arouse the 
jealousy of the beautiful American, to whom Picault had long, but 

itherto unsuccessfully, been making love. The ruse succeeded. 
and Madame Picault, crushed by the contempt of her husband. an 

ursued by the bitter hatred of her rival, was well-nigh broken- 
Pearted, and begged to be allowed to return again to Paris. This 
was agreed to, but her husband deprived her of her two children, 
placing one ina convent and keeping the other with him. The 
=e ignorant of the laws of the country, submitted to this 
cruelty. 

She returned to Paris and worked hard to support herself. Thus 
five years passed slowly away, at the end of which time she, by 
chance, was enabled to find the convent where her eldest daughter 
had been abandoned, nothing having been paid for her keep, With 
great difficulty the mother scraped together the money to get her 
away The other daughter she learnt had died two or three years 
before. 

Meanwhile, Picault had married the fair American, and had died, 
after a long illness, of consumption. Madame Picault now brought 
anaction toannul the second marriage ; but Sylva had disappeared, 
leaving no trace behind, and no one came to pray in the cemetery 
at the foot of the tomb of Sir William Guthry, otherwise Eugine 
Picault, once draper’s assistant. 

e « 


* . e ° 

FROM THE BATTEL FEELD. 
wunst agane we ar broke, bois. 
doorin the nite sum one av stol the ortymatic masheen, includin 

too penies, one putt inn bi a ole gal an one bi the fossil remane. 
taters ixs marster iss inkwirin for his propurti. 
tatters is getin beens. 
(Neat week,“ A Welsh Murder.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Sorry, HULL, we can't oblige you; They're completely out of 
int Lf your rival's bigger, BOUNCER, You had Better take the 
hint. Thanks for invitation, Picken, ut the Ancient hasn't time. 
Glad of the correction, VUNNY ; ‘Twas a rather rocky rhyme, 
Send the book along, Miss BARNARD ; What a marvel it must be. 
ALLY cannot pronisc, BIRDIE: Jn a week or treo he'll see. No, we 
haren't, T.C. BILSON ; SLOPER much regrets the fact. Gire the 
Wreck the tip biforchand, Then, Sve, hell know how to act. 
Quite exceptional, A Coan, Try the War Cry, ARTHUR PAIN, 
Ought we try to laugh, A PUNSTER? = Prithee don't offend again, 
Please yourself, of course, A READER ; SLOPER doesnt care @ fig. 
Yea, they're rather smart, Y', JORDAN, But about a mile too big. 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post frees 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
Newsagents on application, 


PARIS: 
On sale at all Kivsques and Sooksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-f-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(ltailway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in'a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY ” be found upon the Decvased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every W ednesday after- 
noon at Lo'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at Lo'clock the following Wednesday afternoon. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
=. 
Mrs. Powder, 1 understand you have a new French maid, my 
dear. How does she answer? 
Mrs. Puff. She generally answers, “Je ne comprend pas, 
madame.” + ° 


Ambitious Author. I think this snow scene in my play will be 
very effective. ; 
Manager. M’yes. Ill bring about a frost. 
Lad 


s 
THAT tiny things can trouble cause, 
We very seldom see ; 
More clearly proved than in the case 
Of our small friend—the flea, 
. 


= 
Gladys. What makes you think Maud is engaged? 
laurk, Why, she refused salad at lunch this morning, because 
there might be onions in it. *.* : 


Guest. What did that wine cost which we had for dinner last 
night? 

Wow About ae sahil x bottle: 

Guest. Is that all you paid for it. | f 

Host. Oh, no! 1 fall twelve shillings and sixpence. I thought 
you meant what it cost the restaurant-keeper, 


bloomin' cye.”" 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 485.—The * Douglas Datujug ” Costin 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS 


No. 2.—Arni-at-age. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Gullizard. 


x Y 


Terrible Child (audibly), Would the train go any faster if that fat man 


was to get out, ma? 


“If I wasn't a Indy, I'd smack you in the 


“If 1 wasn't afraid of soilin’ 
my fingers, 1d pull your ugly boko.” 


[And Smith will not admit that he is even stout. 


A BACK NUMBER. 


It is well to see misclicf 
before us, 


i: 1 


ose ne : A 


{ Saturday, August 12, 1893, 


“Wuat is that peculiar dent that Smith has got on the bridge of 

his nose /—he must wear his pince-nes too tight.” Oh, no, it aiy’s 

that in the least—he's always at those cold Irishes, and he's neve: 

happy till he takes the list drain and the slip of lemon-peel is in his 

mouth, and the rim of the tumbler is on his bobko—that's what do: 

the business, laddie.” ee 5 
* 

Doctor, Yor, there’s no doubt about it, vou're far from we?] 
and you want a chonge badly. Now, I should advise a visit to the 
hot springs of —. 

Henpecked Patient, Great gooduess! doctor, vou don't call ther 
achange, do you?) Why, Pm in hot water at home every day «i 
my life, without going to Germany for it! a a 

s* 


OF hateful people in this world 
We meet with such a host; 

It» really very hard to say 
Which type we hate the most, 


. 
First Boy. Oh, my y's grander ‘n yours, ve've got a captain 
coming to dinner to-night at our home, 
Second Boy. Bah! what's that, we've got a general staytis ip 
ours, [Sharp lad, that, quite truthful, vo; 
only meant the slarey, after all, 


* 

“Ir is little things that tell," as the love-sick young man 
remarked when he found out his adored one’s javenile brother was 
repeating all his passionate utterances to “sister Ethel” to a 
convulsed and appreciative circle of acquaintances, 

s* 


s 
‘ Snipper, What—er—do you—er—think of my new coat, deah 
ov? 
Snapper, EX? Oh !—ah!—well'—hum! it dosn't sit vewy well, 
don't you know, . 
Snipper. OF course not, you silly boy, It—er—wasn't made to 
sit; it was made—er—for a walking-coat, 
7. * 
* 
Pulpit Tho» per, Yes, brethren,and when that time comes there 
shall be not one of them who shall escape the tire, 
Insurance Agent (suddenly awaking from slun der), By Jove, 
what a bad time for the offices, if they're all insured ! 
ss? 


* 

“No nonse is good noose,” as the condemned convict said when 
the prison official informed him that the Home Secretary had coi. 
muted his sentence to penal servitude for life. 

Ed 


s 
Doctor, Yes; now tell me, please, what do you usually take for 
lunch? 
Patient, Oh, about three quarters of an hour as a rule, very 
seldom more. ‘cite 
s 


SAID Snarler to Bladder pater, “Tsay, old man! no wonder the 
flies cavort round your head, it makes a capital race-course for 
them.” And. the Olive Twiglet, who had been listening silenthy— 
meantime fixing a set of walnut shells on the feet of the domestic 
tile-rambler—caie to the rescue of the author of his being. with, 
“Your head would make the best: race-course in the world, Mr, 
Snarler.” * How's that?” growled the acidulated one. And the 
Twiglet responded, “’Cause it’s good wood.” And Bladder puter 
weighed out double allowance of povket-money that week, 


WE'D really like to know the corn 
In which a rope is payed ; 
And also see the pair of scales 
In which the anchor’s weighed. 
* 


. * s : 
Author, D'you think there's any money in my play? 
Manager, Can't say, dear boy, One thing's certain: there’ 
never be any of mine in it. rie 
s 


WHEN (may the day be disinut) the time comes for the Duche-s 
of York to ascend the throne, there will be a double siguiticance in 
the loyal sentiment, “ Long Way she reign.” 

zs * 


~ 

Anqy. Whatashame it is, George, we cannot get a compartment 
to ourselves, Wouldn't the guard have kept you one for halt a 
crown? 

George. No, darling. He says the train is so crowded to-day 
wouldn't be able to manage it. But, never mind, love, he’s 
to see the porter forgets to give usa light, and there are lui a 
dozen splendid Jong tunnels ou the way. 

es 


= 

Outsider. Do you consider McMouther a powerful actor? 

Staye Carpenter, | should think so, indeed! Why, he stampe: 
his foot one night in a tragedy, and he broke a trap in the stage, +0 
as we had to put new hinges on it. Powerful! Rather! 

s 2 
* 

SoME poets can go too far. The very latest Johnnie in the ver-r- 
slinging line lately referred to the North Star as * Like to a hole in 
the stocking of beauty.” Very chaste and tasty this, ain't it? 

*¢ 


s 
Jack, Wullo! old chap; I hear you've quarrelled with your be-t 
girl—not received there now 
Tom. That's so. 1 was deceived there ; thought she was coms 
into the old man’s oof, y’know, and that’s what's caused the 
mischief. a6 
* 


Dabbler, Do you take in the Daily Plunger, the new finauci.l 
newspaper | 
Hadanm, Not now. It took me in over a company who adver: 
tised their prospectus with it, und I've turned it up altogether 
** 


. 
Possible Employer, Oh! you are acquainted with young Lu-h- 
ington, I believe? Can you tell me if he has any capacity? 
Friend, Well, from what 1 have seen, I should say his capacity. 
as nearly as 1 can gauge it, is almost twenty-two glasses of bitter. 


It isa thing that's never lost, 
And oft it plays the deuce 
With one’s inventive faculties 

To tind—a good excuse, 


s 

Visitor (to host's little six-year-old boy). And wouldn't you like 
to be grown up, like papa and manima, my little fellow? 

Little Fellow, Not me, thank you: I guess | should have to dv 
something for a living then. I'd much rather be little and 5:1 
half-crowns from all pa’s friends that come here, like you. 

ee ( Vésitor parts. 
* 


“Yes,” said the Teetotal Tub-Thumper, bringing down !- 
bundled up “brolly” on the table with a whack that gave ter 
water-bottle the jumps. “When the rich man was in the—h— 
lower regions he asked—not for whisky, not for rum, not for be. 
not for champagne. No, my brothers—he asked for watah! No. 
my brothers, what does this show?” And a jovial gentlenin 
with a nose like a ripe strawberry, and a breath that would live 
ignited if a match had been put to it, replied, “It shows just where 
you bally teapot-suckers go to.old cock !” 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS! 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON. E.c. 


4 


Saturday, August 12, 1893. } 


TOOTSIE AT THE ISLE OF MAN. 


-_—- 


“Spa sickness,” save a writer in the Daily Graphic, “isa thing 
b-youd control, and will probably last as lung as we continue to 


A ride on a tandem. 


rnle the waves: but on these big (I, of M.) boats, everything that 
canbe provided for the comfortof ae ‘ngers is there. The journey 
of seventy-five miles is seldom prolonged beyond. three and a half 
h nd a state-room in which to hide one’s misery may 
wil atan extra charge.” : x 

= PDanedies for sea sickness, or means for preventing it,” says 
another guide, “have been published by the score, each, of 
course, infallible, and equally, of course, breaking down when 
tested by different people under varying circumstances.” And he 
cores on to recommend you to “get a good square meal before 
stiting—a good beefsteak, if you can manage it. 

There are some girls who can put away beefstenks by the pound. 
Por my own part, E generally find it rather tough; but 1 tried, any- 
how, snd was not niuch more ill than usual. a 

Wien, however, you do get to the island, you will find it a jolly 
place, and not at all dull, D'Oyley Carte’s “ B" Company is here, 
and i lirsterate Company it is—not to mention the Palace, the 
Pavilion, Falcon Cliff, Derby Castle, the Marina, the Belle Vue 
and the Bijou. Then there's the promenade, and there are lots of 
walks, rides, and excursions, ay 

Large quantities of mackerel are caught from sailing yachts in 
Dough Bay, and you may be sure that Bob was on the Job when 
he heard of it,and took out that unhappy Billy one rough day, aud 
made hime very bad 
indeed. To add) ine 
silt to injury, he 
sent a sailor to tell 
hilly thot dinner 
was ready — boiled 
pork ! 

You should not 
nedlect to visit: Peel 
Costles Do you res 
member Sir Walter 


fot Le 
Scoit’s lines — 


Vor he was speechless, 
arhiastly, Woon, 
Like him of whom the 
Story ran, 
Who -poke the spectre 
Hendin Man,” 

Peel Castle used to 
he haunted by a bow- 
wan. WoWw-wow —2 
lave Dhiek spaniel |” 
with curled. shages 
hair, Thev called it 
the Mauthe Doog, 
ane it used to come 
down a lone passage 
aud frighten the 
soltiers, which pas- | 
sae has since been 
closed. Tt used to 
come and lie down 
in frout of the fire 
in the guard-room, 
and othey thought 
iLan evil spirit, and, when it was present. never swore or told after- 
dinner stories. No soldier, either, would ever face it alone, until, 
one doyya particularly audacious and wicked soldier, being rather 
tipsy, vowed he would defy it. Some time after his departure from 
ties oard-room a great noise was heard, and the bold soldier, 

ning quite sober, they tried in vain to learn what happened. 
One thing was sure, however—he had been struck dumb ; and for 
the next three days, at the end of which he died, never spoke a 
word; and “by the distortion of his limbs aud features, it might be 
guest that he died in agonies more than is common in a natural 
death.” Tt secins to mea great pity they don’t open the passage 
agin. and make a show of the bogey bow-wow, 

A very nice, nautical young man yesterday offered me a ride on 

“vi Job boiled over with fury ; but I left him to 
niner down, and we beat record, 

You must so to Dhoon Glens, and see the fourpenny waterfalls. 
You must also go to Cregneesh, if you want to see the most prim- 
iUve village in the islind, where the Manx language is spoken and 
Maus customsadhered to. The laws of the Isle of Man are peculiar : 
Persians itis best not to break more of them than you can help. 

‘Tose stickless monkeys, Bob, Billy, and Snook, have been 
lismal exhibition of themselves, trying to walk on the 
in Captain Boyton’s boots. Need I say they one and all 
fell head over heels, and had to be ignominiously towed on shore? 


Unhappy Billy. 


Walking on the ocean, 


larti Longsox and Tottie Goodenough are awfully wild, They 
Sout some silly. cheap bathing dresses, which were, what they 
Toeushtto besa bargain, Well. the colour has come out.and mine 
eeu. voodas new, Poor girls! Dut I can't help laughing ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE ELOPEMENT. 


TRE end of young Horace Rugglebotham’s summer holiday had 
come at last: on the brutal morrow he must pack his traps. and, 
shaking the dust of the fair village of Barleyborough from his tan 
ten-and-sixpennies, return to his hated desk in Leadenhall Street. 
It wasn't that he so much minded leaving Barleyborough, but the 
thought of parting from sweet Florrie Amos, the lovely daughter 
of the wealthy squire of the village, was nothing less) than 
torre: Oh! cruel fate, that made him but an impecunious 
clerk ! 

Though far wealthier than Horace, Florrie—sweet girl !—was not 
roud. And she loved Horace—loved him with that deep, un- 
athomable, trusting love that one only meets with in simple village 

maidens. And he—he was clean gone on her—mash mst all 
surgery! When they foolishly let the old man into their plans for 
each other's mar pinees and half the farm, the wrathful agricul- 
turist said that if he heard one word more of such nonsense—and 
the word “nonsense” he preceded with just one other word—he 
would lay that farm waste with physical havoc, and blight its 
autumn wheat crop with the salt tears of his only child; and that 
was the kind of father-in-law he was inclined to be. Naturally, the 
two young, loving hearts determined on flight (we use the term 
“naturally,” beenuse they alrays determine on flight). 

Their plans were laid ; the night was set ; so was the ladder, At 
its foot waited the ardent and expectant Horace Ruzgglebotham, 
gazing up at the window for the appearance of his loved one. 
Presently, just after the village clock struck eleven, the window 
opened softly, and a face—her face—appeared. 

“Horace!” 

“ Florence—my own !" 

“Shall [ drop my things down first?" 

“Yes, love. Let the bundles fall gently. 1 will catch them.” 

The glittering starlight of the clear August night fell upon 
Horace’s glad and upturned face. So did a heavy sea-trunk, four 
feet high by five feet wide, and about ten feet long. It weighed 
about five hundredweight. It contained a few things that no well- 
regulated young girl could possibly travel without, and Florence 
had spent exactly three weeks in packing that trunk for her elope- 
ment. 

Horace Rugglebotham did not cry aloud. He did not even 
moan. He created no sort of rumpus whatever. He was busily 
engaged in looking at the bottom of that trunk, and thinking how 
he'd yell creation out of house and home if ever he got the free use 
of his battered mouth again, 

Florence got outside the window, and came down the ‘adder, 
having first, witha maidenly sense of propriety, requested her lover 
Ne : urn his back and look at the barn. At last she came to where 

e lay. 

sos Oh, dear! oh, dear!” she cried. “Did my trunk fall on 
you? 

“It did so!” said a hoarse, mocking voice at her elbow. “It fell 
precious heavy, too!” 

She turned, recognized her father atanding beside her, gave a 
wild, weird shriek, and swooned away. 

. . e J . e 


“1 never worried about it fora minute,” the heartless old man 
told his neighbours the next day, “though T knowed well enough 
what was going on all the time. I've been married twice, and I've 
married off six daughters and four sons, and if 1 don't know what 
luggage a woman carries when she travels, by this time, I'm begin- 
ning to think 1 shall never learn!” 

And Horace Rugglebotham? The jury—a village jury—brought 
in a verdict that he came to his death by habitual intemperance, 
and the tectotal papers talked of nothing else for a good six weeks, 


—_————__—_—— 


THE CHOLERA SCARE. 
1.—QvO’ THE MEDICASTER: 


“T Love it! Llove it! And who shall dare 

To chide me for loving this Cholera Scare? 

Such a number of health-bringing powders and pilla, 
Such a number of cures for incurable ills 

Are abroad, that I've long been unable to spread 

E’en the thinnest of ‘mary. on the thickest of bread. 
And, since somehow or chee 1 needs must repair 

My wrecked fortunes, | welcome this Cholera Scare.” 


II1.—Quo’ THE NEWSPAPER PROPRIETOR: 


“love it! I love it! And who shall dare 

To chide me for loving this Cholera Scare? 
Ata time when o’er commerce adversity looms, 
I ain glad to be deluged with blustering booms 
Of the prime Ep hect Pals empirics prepare ; 
So I love it—I love it—this Cholera Scare!” 


I11.—Qvo’ AZRAEL: 


“Tlove it! I love it! And who shall dare 

To chide me for loving this Cholera Scare?! 

‘Tis my task to arrange (and what matters it how ?) 
That the ferryman, Charon, have trippers enow ; 
So I mark, with malignant and mischievous mirth, 
Jiow the Cholera Scare is at large in the earth. 

For, though Cholera’s s/f to my pestilent shrine 
Would a number of victims convey, | opine 

That of victims « goodlier host I shall snare 

By the puissant aid of the Cholera SCARE!” 


———_>—_——_ 


CIRCUMLOCUTION. 


THERE was a stern, business-like expression in Mrs. Monk- 
muftle’s eye as she gazed up from the breakfast-table at the delin- 
quent Jonas, who just then entered the room, that could not well 
be misunderstood. 

“Do you remember, Jonas,” she began, calinly and quietly, 
“coming home late last night and shouting up to me from the 
doorstep to throw you down an assorted handful of keyholes, so 
= eo might find one large and steady enough to get your latch- 

ey in?” 

“ Y.y-yea, dear,” he stammered. 

“ And do you remember, the night before, how you asked me to 
sei down and hold the stone steps still enough for you to step 
on?” 

“Y-y-yes, dear.” 

“ And, the night before that, how you tried to jump into the bed 
as it passed your corner of the room /” 

“Y.y-yea, dear.” 

“Ah! and the night before that, when you carefully explained 
to me that no man was intoxicated as long as he could lie down 
without holding on?” 

“ Y-y-yes, dear.” 

“And the night that you came back from Ascot and attempted 
to climb the washstand under the impression that you generally 
slept there?" 

“Y.y-yes, dear, I do, Oh, Lavinia! tell me—this ‘fencing’ of 
yours is worse than death—what does all this lead upto? Only 
speak! What is it?” 

“It? it?” she replied, amiling. “ Well, as it is not your first 
offence, ‘it’ will bea frock I saw at Redfern’s yesterday—a dark 
blue diagonal cloth, with a plastron of red point de soie, embroi- 
dered with dull gold, with rerers over the shoulders, faced with 
bine silk, its sleeves composed of three frills of the cloth to the 
elbow, lined with red silk, and its skirt slashed up to show 
td slips of the embroidered silk, and the toque trimmed 
with——" 

“Oh, heaven! have mercy, Lavinia! have mercy!" 

“Allright, its seven guineas; but I've saved a little, so I'll let 
you off for six ; but give up these beastly drinking habits.” 

And most probably Jonas will, 


. 


“ bk ie 
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THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW. 


—— 


“YER don’t mean to sav orfter all the time [Pve been a-conrtin 


yer honourable it’s to be all over atween te, Sarih dane, my love! 

“Which is just — 
what 1 do mean, 
Jack.” 

“Well, it’s hard 
luck, an’ no mis- 
take.” 

And Police-con- 
stable Tomkins 
turned away from 
that area gate, 
which had been 
his love trysting- 
place for as many 
months as he had 


er his present 
at. 


It was at that 
gate he had first 
met Sarah Jane. 
It was there that 
he had first spoken 
to her, then winked 
at her, then 
chucked her under 
the chin unre- 
proved. It was 
there that later he 
told her in straight- 
forward, manly 
fashion, that he 
loved her, and had 
asked her to be- 
come some day his 
wife. 

And now, after all, Sarah Jane, ina constrained tone, had told 
him that she thought it would be better if they remained only 
friends, because she thought she was too young to think of settling 
down, .nd—and she wasn't sure she knew her own mind, 

Tom‘ins could read her mind, though. He knew her for a 
romantically inclined young person, good asx gold and sweet as 
honey, but prone to looking at life through the spectacles of trashy 
sentiment acquired by the perusal of too many trashy novels, 

He knew, too, that for the last few weeks « well-dressed man, of 
rather the “swell” than the “yentleman” type, had been loating 
after dark around those area railings—had been taking Sarah Jane 
for little excursions on her day out, and to the theatre en her 
evenings, There he was, just as Tomkins, half broken-hearted, 
was turning away from the girl who was casting him away like an 
old glove. There was this Mr. Vansittart Sarah Jane was always 
talking so ten- 
derly about ad. 
vancing to meet 
her. If he hadn't 
been on duty, 
Tomkins — would 
have settled his 
little account with 
the man who had 
cut him out then 
and there. For 
all his glossy silk 
hat, patent-leather 
boots and white 
waistcoat, he would 
have shown him 
which was the 
better man. 

As the weeks 
rolled by he grew 
more wretched 
than ever: and 
one night, despair- 
ing of sleep, he 
arose in the middle 
of the night, 
dressed and went 
out. 

Almost — uncon- 
sciou-ly his foot- 
steps turned in the 
direction of his old 
beat. He had never 
heard that lovely 


It would be better if they remained only friends 


Loafing after dark around those arca railings. 


song, Which is so familiar to many of us— 
“T arise from dreains of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Has led me, who knows how, 
To thy chamber window, Swect !" 


Nevertheless, it was just his case. He wandered round the silent 

uare, his eyes fixed on one of the windows, within which the 
idol of his heart was sleeping. : 

His eyes fell on the window of the ground-floor, too. What was 
that—a gleam of light, thin and swift?) Under the shadow of the 
trees in the square Tomkins crept up silently. There was the light 
again, With hurried footsteps Tomkins sought the man at the 
point. Returning to the house in the square, Tomkins and the 
constable silently ascended the steps. 

The front door was ajar. They entered the hall. There was a 
scufiling sound. A tlash from the constable’s bull’s-eye revealed a 
man carrying a heavy bundle. There was a bang from a pistol. In 
a moment Tom- 
kins was upon him, 
wrenched away his 
revolver, had him 
down and safe held. 

Roused by the 
shot and scuffling, 
the family and ser- 
vants trooped down 
the staircase with 
lights. It was then 
that Sarah Jane 
beheld in the 
clutches of her old 
love — her new 
one. 

“That was why 
he was 20 attentive 
to me, takin’ me 
out and buyin’ 
me presents,” she 
sobbed next day to 
Tomkins, “to find 
out where the plate 
was kept. What a 
wretch you've 
saved me from!” 

“Well, I'm glad 
I stopped him from 
stealing your mas- 
ter's fat but I'm 

ladder 1 stopped 
him from stealing 
vou,” said Tom- hapa ee 
ins, P.-C., and Sarah Jane once more was nestling in his arms, 
feeling so safe there. - : 

He is Sergeant Tomkins, and Sarah Jane is Mrs. Tomkins, now. 


Once more Was nestling in his arms, 


—, 


Mrs, Gorgle, Well, I think the dinner went off 
all right, Edward, s 

Mr. Gorgle. Hum! but JT wish Sir Albert Hall 
hain’t taken me for the waiter in my own house. 

Mrs, Gorgle, Very annoying; but really some of 
the waiters nowadays look so very distinguished, .. 


night I have alreal 
“Now, mister, don't go sp'iling my work; I've just 
painted that there scat!" 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


} 4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her sriends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


“My Dean Evrron,— Have you ever becn to Siam? Yours, SLOPER.” “My 


dear Chief—never. “Tis well,” remarked A. SLOPER, as he care- 
fully filed the reply ; “then I can proceed unfettered.” At the urgent request of the 
Earl of Rosebery, A. SLOPE hal agreed to proceed in H.M.S. How Street to Siam, on 
secret mission of vital importance.——(1) * You, my dear SLoveEn,” said his lord- 
ship, “are the only man I can trust; but, remember, the undertaking is fraught with 
nosmall danger. If the French should bave the slightest inkling ——" “This for 
the French !" cried the F.O.ML., snapping his fingers, “And inklings I cast to the 
winds!" My lord, know you not that the Family of SLOPER kuows not fear?” 
Lord Rosebery apologised, and grasping A. SLOPER'S hand, wished bim bon voyaye. 
When the Eminent arrived off Siam he found the place blockaled by the French. 


a “Stern easy!" criet Admiral Humann, “ That voice is human,” observed A. SLOPEI, 
No. 299.—M1ss POLLIE DEVILLE PraTr. bringing his binocle tu bear upon the gallant officer. * Do you ret see the blockade 
raved the infuriated Admiral. “Do I not see the blockheal ¢ echoed A. SLOPER, 


“My feeble pen can never paint her beauty.”— The Dook Snook. 
“Alas! my burning love goes unrequited.” —Lord bob, 


“Would that I could pen a sonnet to the maiden's peerless 
churns.” —The Hon. Billy. 


adjusting the foens toa nicety. “Perfectly.” “Then, turn beck, or T ram you!” 
——(2) “One turn of your screw,” cried ALLY the Lrave, dropping his glass and 
bringing his forty pounder to the shoulder, “and you sre a corpee !" Thus it was 
how A.S1OrEi was able to steam safely up the Meuam River and arrive at Bangkok. 


MORE POLITICAL 


(1) “Wha amI? Aw’'m the reporter 0’ the Tohermory Gazette, 
We're wanting Piet opeenyon, Elder, o’ the late disgracefu' pru- 


ceedin's in the Hoose o' Commons.” that Wullie Glaistoue——” 


beled ie \ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“A waitress's life is not half a bad one, 
dear ; besides being taken to theatres every 


promised to become the 
‘dear little wife’ of forty-eeven iudividuals.”— 
Extract from Letter of Youny Lady. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE KING 


(2) “Tt's a gran’ thing tae think, ma wee mannie,” quoth the Elder, “that in 
Anld Scotland there's nae sic’ thing as polectical rancour, an’ if it wasna’ for 


(Saturday, August 12, 1899, 


SUPPLY AND DEMAND. 


“T've been waiting here half an hour; when is my sole coming 
that [ ordered?" “Ere d'reckly, sir, our fisherman has goue tu 
catch one; we alwuys have ‘em fresh sir.” 


OF SIAM. 


“ee Z: y 


Siam, he woul here observe, is chiefly noted for white clephants and twins; its 
buildings are of the barley sugar temple style of architecture; and its King Kloul- 
alongkorn is the jolliest fellow in the world, The Monarcl:'s name is supposed to be 
derived from an accident. It is said that, at his christening, the late King wore « 
new pair of European patent leather shoes, and at the moment that the priest saul, 
“Name this child,” his Majesty, feeling the burning pain of a corn of long standing, 
turned to his physician and exclaimed, loudly: “Cool along corn!" The Priest, 
taking that to be the answer, before the mistake could be rectified, named the infant 
Prince thus. (3) “Your Majesty,” whispered A, SLOPER, “I come on a secret 
mission from Lord Rosebery.” Wild horses! Nay, idiotic asses shall not tear from 
him the King’s reply. (4) Before departing, be was introdneed to the Queen, whe 
lowlal him with costly presents for Mrs, S. and Tootsie. Taking advantage of the 
French Admirals dinner hour, the Eminent sueceeial in again running the blockate, 
and steamed for Enzland.—(5) Note by the Editor.—As we expressed a doubt that 
the Old Humbug hal ever left these shores, he forwarded us, “as a guarantee of gout 
faith,” what he described as a genuine sample of Siamese Twins, which, ou close 
inspection, proved to be composed of his own unfortunate offsprings, Ginetta Margerive 
and Boulanger sSbukevacon, They have becn removed to the coal cellar. 


OUTRAGES. 


SS 


(3) What the Elder intended to say was cut short, for an unknown hanil 
hurled a missile, and a voice, which has remained un roared, “Stop 
yer mooth wi' a tattie, ye bavering auld Bedlamite |” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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OUR WEEKLY 


WHIRLIGIG. 


Once more on the warpath, friends, with the flush of health, resulting from a day's outing at the 
seaside on Bink Holiday, on my cheeks, Mine is a hard lot, although I say so, who shouldn't. 
Always grinding at the mill. A sort of second edition of the wandering Jew, never at rest, never at 
jeace, Lut to business :— With threate of war deca Tully France Lead youthful Siam a dreadful 


William knows Ile can gire points to all his focs:—T+ Scottish Moors A. SLOPER hics, And novel 
alvertising trics:—Amcerica now plays some pranks, And smash go many well-known hanks :—No 
lover can‘a woman sink Thanwhen she falls a prey to drink :—With novel incident replete Our 
ships in friendly action meet.—My centre illustration is allegorical, but the Ancient One has got 


THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


dance :—Before commerecing business they Five minutes for refreshment stay :—1n yachting Kaiser Yurps on the brain, and is not accountable for his actions. 


LETTING HIM 


DOWN A PEG. 


Bold Rad Ruccaneer. Away with him to the starboard main- 
top gallant jilboom, and feed him on bread aud water, 

(Disreput )- Able Seaman. "Scuse me, Cap., ‘e's a wegetarian. 

Bold bud Buccaneer. Aha! then feed him on steak and sou;: 1 


Inquisitive Visitor at Seaside. Haw | I've noticed, Giles, that 
the bacon down beah has a delightful fuvour—I wonder how 
that is? 

Gtles, Why, tur, the sea air in tnese pa-arts is so salt, onr pigs 
is kinder pickled afore they be killed. 


S);loggins. Dresses ‘ts kids rummy, don't ‘e? Both on 'em in 
bright green cloth! Billiard Marker, Wot, ain't yer ‘eard ? 
*B cut the cloth o’ our new billiard table last month, 


aT SOME OTHER FELLOW. 
saw roa and your wife enjoying yourselves at Margate last 


4 “Yea, I kuow you're a very nice little chappie, but I couldn't possibly marry you—-I should be 
week.” “My wife was there; but 1 wasn't with her ” 


afraid of stepping on you!" 


en --— 


ooo 


4 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


No, there's not the faintest shadow of a ghost of a doubt about 
it at Wl—Yuips, our new halfpenuy weekly story paper ix a come 
plete and 
4 absolutely 
stupen- 
dous suc. 
cess, A. 
SLOPER 
was very 
sanguine 
about it: 
(Quips is 
such a 
thorough 
good = and 
all round 
ha’porth 
that it was 
only natu- 
ral, but the 
way the 
vublic has 
jumped at 
it has sur- 
passed 
even — the 
Old Man's 
expecta. 
tions by 
far. Personally, however, we don’t wonder at it; any paper that can 
give three thrilling serials by populvr authors, any amount of short 
stories, jokes, verses and anecdotes—sixteen pages, in fact, of 
bright. Varied reading—for one little halfpenny deserves to get on, 
What do you think? “° 


Bite Harris, the sausage monarch, is jubilant. At last, at Inst, 
one of his gee-gees hus passed the post first. [tis thought probable 
that the “ring? will recover from the blow. Meantime. Billy is 
Jookine around for someone to nominate him for the Jockey Club. 
Don tevery body speak at once. « « 

s 


Tir statement that Larke! is for sale is quite correct. You're 
surprised?) Why so! It always has been, since its first appear. 
ance, at all stationers or railway bookstalls; price, halfpenny ; or 
post-free, one penny, from 99 Shoe Lune, Spoof! 


* 
Tur World's Water Show is booming along bravely. The 
energetic Captain Boyton is always adding further attractions to 
this already  phenou e- 
nally successful and 
delightfully unique enter. 
tainment, and last week 
saw the addition of half 
a dozen new features, 
noticeable among which, 
was a mirth-provoking, 
mntomimie charade upou 
the Inke, by that justly 
eelebrated dancer, Geraud 
and troupe, Don't make 
nny mistake about it, 
boys, the * Wateries” is 
the place to enjoy oneself, 
und A. SLOPER is prepared 
to lay long odds your 
very best girl is of the 
game opinion, You take 
her along there and see. 


* 

THE Mildewed Musi- 
cian has this day been 
pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
SiGNoR | PADEREWSK1, 
breause he's a champion 
trory thumper. "fey: 
ther,” inquired the 
Azure-Kyed, plaintively, 
“do you think after this 
‘ere honner you've done 
the Signor, as ‘e’d mind 
givin’ me a few lessons, say at ten bob a quarter? You can hire 
peanners orful cheap nowadays, and I do believe if I was to once 
start I'd turn out a regular juvenile progidy.” And the Agéd smiled 
approvingly, and prearised to use his persuasive powers the first 
time he had an opportunity. » « 

td 


A FUND is being raised to suitably mark the approaching 
twentieth year of service, to the Karly Closing Movement, of Mr. 
J. A. Stacey, Secretary of the Early Closing Association. Mr. 
Stacey has directly instituted many great reforms in various 
metropolitan districts ; and has organized, or assisted to org:nise, 
a weekly half-holiday in scores of provincial towns, During his 
Secretaryship, six hundred ames have been added to the list of 
half-holiday towns of the kingdom, A, SLOPER knows a thing or 
two about * HALF-HOLIpAays,” and therefore he is in a position to 
appreciate the good Mr, Stacey has done. 


= 

In spite of the diversity of opinion among the newspaper critics, 
The Slecpwalker, by C. H. Abbott, seems to be slowly, but none 
the lexs 
surely, work- 
ing its way 
into public 
favour. Al- 
though the 
play is not 
altogether 
without its 
. faults, there 
‘ean be little 
doubt but 
that it con- 
tains many of 
the elements 
that go_ to- 
wards making 
an average 
success; and 
now that the 
ease knife 

as been un- 
aparingly 
used the piece 
goes with a 
smoothness 
and dash 
which many 
of us found 
lacking at its 
initial repre. 
sentation, Of 
course, ina piece of this description. a good deal pape upon the 
verformers, and Mr. Abbott may be congratulated on having at 
bin lieposal some of the best talent in London. Willie Edouin, 
Harry Paulton and Clara Jecks are always capital cards to play, 
and in The Slecprather they perhaps surpass all previons eflorts, 
In conelusion, we would advise those in search of a good laugh to 
visit the Strand Theatre without foil. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


A New York dude has just let daylight into himself, the supposed 
reason being his inability to pay his debts—debt~ contracted in the 


course of two years mashing 
around the stuge-doors of the 
principal theatres and variety 
entertainments, Large items are 
bills for towers, horses, and 
jewellery, which the livish youth 
fad bestowed upon the many 
fair ladies who caught his tleeting 
fancy. Total liabilities— 
£37.249 los. 64. Evidently, that 
dude's theatrical mashes caught 
a fair jay, and no mistake ! 


IT is not true that Parliament 
will adjourn to the National 
Sporting Club when that institu- 
tion resumes its Monday night 
entertainments. They don't go 
in for fights at Westminster ; 
they are merely “incidents,” 


* 
Larks! A DiscLaimer.—We 
have received the following 
letter: Aagust Ist, 1805, Editor 
of ‘Shopper. Dear Sir.—My 
attention haviag been called to 
fn statement ina recent issue of 
your paper to the elect that I 
nul received some slight remu- 
neration for literary contribu. 
tions to that brilliant halfpenny 
comic, Larks ! T must request 
you to be good enough to insert 
this contradiction, the statement 
being liable to lead to some misunderstanding with my trades. 
peuple, and also to seriously endauger the continuance of an allow. 
ance (already sadly inadequate) made me by a maternal aunt. 
Lam, ete. {Sisned) THE IJlon. BILLY.” 


= 
Visitors to Herne Ray this season will be glid to hear that 
A. SLOPER has arranged to bathe there one day during his visit. 
Mrs. Gipson has already had one of her best machines repainted for 
ALLY’'S special use, the interior being furnished by Maple in most 
luxurious style. Mrs. Gipson has gone to all this expense simply 
because she loves her ALLY. Long may she live and prosper, 


s 
Apropos of the Water Show, if you care for a work teemin 
with interesting and perilous adventure in all sorts of climes anc 
circumstances, get the “Life of Paul Boyton,” published at a 
popular price by Messrs. Routledge. As a book for boys, it is 
alinost unrivalled. o%* 
= 


ALTHOUGH Might is not always admitted to be Right. it will 
be noticed that the latter, when opposed to che former, very often 
has to cave in. 
Like many other 
weak provinces, 
Siam has had to 
haul down her 
tlag before a 
superior force, 
and, willy-nilly, 
she has to sub- 
mit to whatever 
terms are doled 
out to her. To 
our mind, 
France's — high- 
handed conduct 
throughout — is 
deserving of 
the severest ., 
censure, and the -, 
arbitrary nature Jy - 
of her demands 
brings discredit 
on the whole 
French race. 
Bullies are pro- 
verbially loud- 
voiced and 
menacing when 
opposed to the 
weak, Perhaps 
France would 
whistle a ditfer- 
ent tune were she pitted against a foeman more worthy of her 
steel. *\° 


Mr. Epcar Smart has joined Mrs. Brown-Potter's company, 
and is now on his way to India, whither they are bound on a six 
months’ tour. A. SLOPER always said Edgar Smart was an actor 
worthy of a good deal more recognition than he got. A. SLOPER 
was right. and Mrs. Brown-Potter is to be congratulated on having 
securea the services of a real, right-down, slap-up, Al copper- 
bottomed mummer. Bon voyage, Edgar! 


* 

It is quite untrue that the corpulent President of the United 
States has discontinued his subscription ta Larks! owing to the 
fear of increased adiposity on the laugh-wnd-grow-fat principle. 
Cleveland cabled us to contradict the rumour, and to say that, 
sooner than miss his weekly screamer, he'd apply for the position 
of fat man in a travelling show. Iravo, Grover! 


* 

ITERNE Bay is not 80 rery many miles from London, and there 
are times—the present week is one of them—when A. SLOPER feels 
himself drag ged—un- 
willingly, perhaps — but, 
nevertheless, dragged by 
a sort of magnetic intlu- 
ence towards the metro- 
polis. Now, when SLOPER 
does find himself in 
London for an hour or 
two, one of his first actions 
is to select a miusic-hall 
upon which to pounce and 
analyse, To the Canter- 
bury has been allotted the 
place of honour in this 
week's “If..H.” The 
evening of last Tuesday 
was the time selected for 
the Eminent’s visit, 
although the management 
wished to postpone it for 
several years, In spite of 
the presence of A. SLOPER, 
the hall was crowded on 
the night in question ; and 
although star artistes are 
perhaps more numerous 
at some of the halls on 
the Middlesex side of the 
water, a better variety 


programme it would be 
difficult to find throngh- \ 
out London,  Surrevites Q 


who have hitherto failed 2 
to patrenize the Canterbury shoud do so at once, ere it is too late, 


[Saturday, August 12, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALEN DAL FO THE WEEK i NDING LOTH AUGUST, 1893. 
= 
13th August, 1827.—Under this date we read that a eamel. 
opard, or ginuitie, the first of the species ever brought to England 
was domesticated at Windsor, It was a present from Mehenwed. 
Pacha of Egypt. ie 


ET 
14th August, 1835.—Miles says of Tom King, who was born 
this day. The brief history of the last legitimate champion of the 
British PLR. is a consoling contrast and relief to the chicaners 
trickery, and moral and physical cowardice which marked the 
‘latter day” professors of pugilism and their yet more disreputab!. 
and despicable patrons,” : 


ee 

15th August, 1890.—A telezram from Blair, Nebraska, says: 
“Charles Pratt. who was discharged for making love to. jijc 
employer's daughter, Miss Hattie Town, went to their home on this 
day and shot the father dead. He also shot at the young lady 
whom he fatally wounded. Pratt was captured and taken to gaol 
with difficulty, but was afterwards lynched bya crowd of infuriated 
inhabitants, Late at night. about seventy-tive men came in from 
the outlying districts and joined a party of two hundred towrs. 
people in an attempt to get Pratt out of the gaol. The sheritt 
refused to deliver up the keys, whereupon the mob set upon him 
and took them from him by force, none of the deputies otierin 
any active resistance to this proceeding. The prisotu doors were 
quickly opened, and Pratt was seized and carried, bound hand and 
foot, toa spot about a siile distant, where the party halted and 
prepared to execute summary vengeance. Having adjusted the 
rope, they asked Pratt if he wanted to say anything. He replied, 
‘Yes; Town wronged me,’ He went on to lament not having killed 
the whole Town family ; but the exasperated mob suddenly hanged 
him, and he died with his lamentation unfinished.” 


$s 

16th August, 1883.—At_ Lewes, this day, an inqnest was 
held on the body of a tine-looking young girl, the daughter of a 
Lewes tradesinan, who committed suicide under extraordinary cir- 
cumstances, Deceased, it appears. had been keeping company with: 
a young man, but her parents objected, and insisted that further 
communication between the two should cease. The previous diay 
she dressed with scrupulous care, wrote a letter to her lover, and, 
having posted it, made her way to the top of one of the large chalk 
pits ou the outskirts of Lewes, from one of the highest points of 
which she deliberately threw herself over in the presence of a 
number of persons who were passing in the road below. She fell 
froma height of over 100 feet, and when recovered, her body was 
a mangled and lifeless mass. 3 


17th August, 1535.—In tie “Calendar of State Papers,” 
under this date, there is the following entry: “Sir William Vitz- 
william to Mr. Setretary Cromwell,—Refusal of the workmen to 
work for less than sixpenceaday.” Twoof the ringleaders had been 
for some time of the Blackquard of the King’s kitchen, It seems 
to have been the duty of these blackguards to watch over and 
remove from one place to another, when the Court changed its 
residence, nll the cooking utensils, These, being the lowest, 
meanest and dirtiest of the retainers, were called the Aiack Guarid, 


18th August, 1889 —M. Damala, the well-known actor and 
husband of Sarah Bernhardt, died this morning from the effects of 
congestion of the brain, 


19th August, 1890.— This day Mr. Coroner Booth hel-l an 
inquest at Stoke-on-Trent on the body of Isainh Potter, the child 
of Phabe Potter. Deceased was drowned in the canal while pliy- 
ing with several other children of tender age. When the mother 
was informed of the occurrence, she went to the canal, On the war 
she said to Johnny Noakes, 2 boy four and a half years old. whe 
was in the vicinity, “Did you push him in?” Noakes replied, 
“Yes.” In the course of the inquiry it was steted that two other 
children had recently been pushed into the canal by Noakes. The 
Coroner: He seemns a very dangerous little boy ; but at presen: | 
can't deal with a child so young. yet children’s lives are ih danger 
At the request of the jury. the coroner undertook to ask the Home 
Secretary for a special order to place Noakes under proper control. 


HOW I THREW AWAY £8. 
I BATTENED on butterless bread, 
[ revelled in sugarless tea, 
T took my rest ona sheetless bed, 
IT wandered round with a hatless head, 
For dinner on winkles or shrimps I fed, 
And 1 supped on skillygalee. 


No miser hazgard and grey 

In a cellar so dank and deep 
Was ever so jolly and blithe and gay, 
When pounds he added to pounds each day, 
As I, when a bob at atime I lay 

On my slow-growing silvery heap, 


Quickly the days did fly, 

And slowly my brass T saved ; 
But at last [ spied. with a joyful spy, 
That ten good pounds in my pile had I, 
And joyously journeyed I forth, to buy 

the hiogele which I craved, 
That bike I have owned a year, 

And bitter despair runs through 
My heart, and IT shed an unceasing tear. 
*Cos I paid TEN pounds for that bike so dear, 
Aud now I on every hand can hear 

Of “a bicycle made for TWO"! 

a ee 


THE CUB’S CONFESSION. 

“ALL right, father, I sil/ tell ye the truth—on'y don't take that 
trunk-strap down. It was like this. 1 met Billy Hawkinforder 
a-comin’ along the road, and he sez, ‘Jimmie, can ye get an ole 
vickle-bottle any wheres, and come down to the Lea and fish?" An 
} said I could ; an’ I got that one that had mother’s weathercock in 
it, and we went, And I felt in my pocket for my knife, to dig up 
some worms, and it was gone; and I said, ‘ Bill, 1 never thought 
before you was a thief: you've bin and stole my knife!’ and Bill 
said I was ‘another. And I said, ‘Go there yourself.’ And he 
said it was no sich thing, and I never had no knife at all. Well, 
you know I did, father, And I enid I could give him a hidin 
if I was bigger 'n him, And he said he'd ‘rock me to Cg 
mother. And I said,‘ Yar! thieves never prosper.’ He said /e 
wasn't turned out of 4is Sunday school for writing words on 
the wall, and I said it was time for him to fork over that knife, or 
I'd sock him over the snoot. Then, afore I could get ready to do 
it, the mean jigzer! he up and plugged me in the bloomin’ eye. 
Then 1 got up and said he was too afraid to do it again ; and he 
tried to, but he didn't bring it orf, and I grabbed him and throwed 
him down ; but somehow he fell on topo’ me like a ‘undred million 
o’ bricks, and, I tell you, it give me sich a erick in the neck,and se 
it did, and our dog ‘Paunchider,’ he got behind Bill and bit him 
in the trowsys, and Bill kicked out at * Paunchider,’ and the dos 
started to run ‘ome, with me after him, and—and I'm goin’ to give 
Bill beans the nex’ time he steals anythink orf me, and—er—Is my 
eye rery black 2” 


Every Wednesday. Twopence.- 
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THE PLAINT OF THE PERJURED POTATO. 


4 rival to the Potato is said to have been discovered. This is the Calla Bulb, 
which grows more quickly tau the ordinary tuber.) 


I Your 
friend the 
Potato, feel 
slighted, 

At seeing my 
prospects 
bli i d if 

0 ightec 

we By those 

~ who have 
long on me 
fed; 

For some 
science. 
sonked 
anges DOW 
tell us 

(To make a 
ibaa Tuber 

eel jea- 

lous) 

The Cala 
Balbreigns 
in my stead! 


Can you wonder the “Spud” looks pathetic, 
Aud seems to think Fate an emetic, 

That his numerous eyes are now red, 
When he (the Potato, 
A Plant worthy Pluto) 

Finds Calla Bulbs used in his stead? 
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SOLD AGAIN! 

GATHER round, children, gather round and listen toa tale of woe. 
Once upon a time, not very many years ago, there were two 
ing stupids — grown-up stupids, vou know, dears — who 
thought they loved each other very dearly, and all that sort of 
thing; so they got married and went to live in a little house all of 
their own, with real furniture and things and a real servant, and 
ide believe they liked it all and were enjoying themselves very 
nach indeed. The male stupid used to go into the City every day 
and sitona hard stool and write things in ledgers, and the other 
would stay at home and worry the littl: help-girl and make strange 
things with the aid of a cookery bock that the male stupid had to 
eat for his dinner when he came 
home in the evening and say 
how much he liked them, 

It was rather lonely where 
they lived, dears, There were 
alot of other houses ail ready 
built close around, specially 
run up in about three weeks, 
for soung married stupids, but 
they were the only pair who 
had come along, up to then; 
but the landlord was living 
in hopes. 

But they had one neigh- 
bour living a little way off, 
and they rather wished they 
lint. He was a lone bache- 
lor bimeelf, and he used to get 
rath oy tired of his own society 
nnd whisky and come down to 
enjoy some of theirs. He used / 
to do this about tive times ay 
week. and made himsclf quite 
ut home without pressing. 

Well, one evening when the 
roung married stupids had 
finished dinner and wanted to 
hive a nice quiet time to themselves, and try and reckon up how 
they were going to pay £6 1s, 8/7, out of £2 3s. 6d... they heard a 
footstep on the gravel path outside and then a ring at the door, 
aud the male stupid uttered a bad word and said it was that 
wretched Brownson again. Then they both craned their necks to 
see if it really was, and the other stupid caught a glimpse of his 
coat snd was certain, Then they remembered that it was Mary's 
evening out, and it occurred to them that if they didn't answer 
the door he might think there was no one at home and go away. 
so they kept very quiet, and presently they heard him turn the 
hamde and step into the passage, Then they both popped into a 
cupboard and closed the door, in case he should come in there. 
They heard him looking in all the rooms, and presently he opened 
the door of the room they were in, and the two stupids held their 
breath and tried not to ugh, He was a long time going, and they 
couldn't make out what he was doing. But he went at last, and 
they heard him go out of the house aud crunch down the path. 
Then they came out and fell into two chairs and chuckled very 
much, and then—well, then, they noticed that a lot of silver and 
ornaments were missing,.and, rushing into other rooms, they 
found all the valuables had done the vanishing trick. Then they 
rushed wildly round to that neighbour and found out he had been 
at Brighton for three days past, and an intelligent constable they 
net sid a tramp with a big bundle and a smile to match had 
passed him some time back, Then—well, then, dears, they went 
homme and kicked themselves, and laid all the blame on each other, 
oud querrelled like anyth— But, dear, dear, 1 really must catch 
iy train. Good-bye, darlings. Good-bye. 


—_—_———_—— 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV." 
No. 11L.—PrUet Poccaini. 
Blue werehereyesasthe fairy flax, 
Mer checks like the dasn of day. 
Your pardon, friends, I must 
humbly ax ; (lay. 
That's lifted from Longfellow’s 


Her hair was like the links o' gold, 

Her teeth were like the ivorte, 
Now hold, my Muses, omy ye, 
Fee, 


hold! [; 
That's boned from Bobby Burns, 
Whene'er Lview thaw lipsof thine, 
Their hue invites my fervent hiss, 
In Byron's words, ye thievish Nine, 
Ye now address my pretty miss. 
S Butpoh! her beauty was far be- 
youd 
vr xparkling gems and snow- 
white wand, 
Confound it all! those words of 


praise [days. 
Were uscd by Moore in bygone 
ad ne'er did Grevian chisel 
trace 


A Nymph.a Naiad, era Grace, 
OF nner Jorm or locelive face, 
Lut, no! to cadge from Scutt were 
e base. 


And. what is more, ld cadge in 
vain 
From Wadsworth, Burns. Moore, Byron, Scott, 
And other burda, Pd ne'er obtain 
bit praise for Prue from all the lot ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF=-HOUIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


42 DUKE STREET, ST. JaAMEs's, July 3lst, 1993. 

DkaR ALLY,—My sister and myself, aged eleven and a half and 
twelve and three-quarters years respectively, have been contri- 
butors to your dear paper almost since we left the cradle. We 
tried many times in years gone by to obtain the * Award of 
Merit,” but gave it up in derpair. We have never even been for- 
tunate enough to obtain the Insurance money ; but at Inst we 
think we have hit upoua plan. We breed canary and goidtinch 
mules for amusement and exhibition, and this year we have been 
fortunate enough tu get one which we think will surely take a 
Crystal Palace prize. We have christened nim Larks! in com- 
memoration of the monster halfpennyworth you have recently 
brought out, Alrendy,all who see himask why we have thus named 
him, thereby advertising your new paper at the Palace, We shall 
put a ticket on the cage, giving explanition ; so that, you see, dear 
ALLY, at last some of your little contributors have hit upona grand 
and novel scheme of advertising on your behalf. Employ more 
men, and get some new machinery ready, for certainly we shall be 
able to double your output. Waiting our reward, we are, dear 
ALLY, Your loviug children, 

BLANCHE AND EDITH DYSON, 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 178.—HE GRADUATES FOR THE TWELFTH. 
O'ER “ Pliny’s Natural History " cast your ere, 
And you'll (I think in Book the Tenth) espy 
Some mention of the bird legupus there, 
Which modern ornithologists declare 
To be the selfsame grouse that yearly fills 
The August sportsman’s “ bag” on Caledonian hills, 


The Wreck has Pliny at his fingers’ ends ; 
The Wreck on no pretence eer condescends 
To call a grouse a grouse, a spade a spade; 

So to his wife on August First he said. 

“ Dutchy, git me gun, git me gun, git me gun, 
And Ill have some jolly fun, jollv fun. folly fun! 

On August Twelfth legopus-shouting starts, 

And on the Twelfth UI still a myriad tetraos’ hearts!" 


From August First to August Ninth, by day, 

The Great Panjandrum passed his time away 

In boasting to his comrades that the cake 

He'd for legopus-slaughtering shortly take. 

And all his startled friends, where’er he went, 

Kept wondering what the deuce the word “legopus ” meant. 


From August First to August Ninth, by night, 

Poor London citizens, with sore allright, 

Were nightly roused from sleep by thuuder'ngs, more 
Alarming than “the cannon’s opening roar.” 

And aye they fancied that, by sad mischance, 

Some army—say, of boid Siam or France— 

Had like a wolf upon the fold come down, 

And, in the dead of night, invaded London Town. 


On August Tenth the Wreck was brought before 

A magistrate. “For eight long nights, or more. 

You've with a gun been slouching through the town, 

And firing shots at random!” Then the Clown 
Exclaimed, * Upon the Twelfth I go to pot 

The Scotch legopus. Wherefore I have shot 

Each puas I’ve found in London—shot it wilfully— 

That [ might learn to shoot the Scotch lego-puss skilfully !” 


“Three months, you thrice-boiled ape!” the Beak did yell. 

But, lo! a hundred Cockneys rushed pell-mell 

Into the Court. Their spokesman uttered thus his 

Benignant plea: “Sir Beak, ten thousand pussies, 

That erstwhile nightly caterwauled and shrilled 

Lie dead in SLOPER'S house, by SLOPER killed. 

And since, through his nocturnal wanderings, we 

Are from the horrors of insomnia free, 

Pray punish not our benefactor so!” 

The Beak to SLOPER shricked, * Go home, thou baldhead, 
go!” 


Ewery Thursday. Onc Halfpeany.- 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, 


E.c. 


“FRESH WOODS AND PASTURES NEW.” 
“ BONNIE birdie, tell me why Listless in your nest you lie? 

Say wherefore, out of either eye, Tho-e rills of moisture run?” 
Thus I asked, and Birdie said, “ Hence fur me, whose heart is dead, 
All her charin from earth has sped. His brilliance from the sun. 
Owned I three young birdies fair; All my soul, with tenderest care, 

Into the task of tilling their Dear lives with bliss | threw. 
Now they're strong, who once were weak—Now, with ‘tweetle- 
tweetle-tweak.’ 
Away from me they've gone to seck Fresh woods and pastures 
new.” 


“Woe-worn woman, tell me why Thus you heave the frequent 
sigh? 
Say w herefore svems some weight to lie Oppressive on your 
heart? 
Softly came the answer, low, “Writhe I ‘neath a crushing blow, 
And long mine eyes shall weep with woe, And long my soul shall 
smart. 
Save the son I loved. caressed, Earth for me no joy possessed ; 
tut when was ruthless Want distressed, A mother's grief to view? 
Now my life is bure aud bleak, Ceaseless tears bedew my cheek— 
My boy has gone afar, to seek Fresh woods and pastures new.” 


Seldom, as the world goes round, Genuine love on earth is found, 
But creatures everywhere abound Whore sternand hard of heart. 
Hence, one well might wish that no Power could force (on earth 
below) 
Those whose hearts with true lore glow From their beloved to 
part. 
Vain the wish. Remorseless fate Rules that such a halcyon state 
Of things on earth were bliss too great. So long as morning dew 
Falls. shall fall on pallid cheek Silent vears, that volumes speak, 
When loved ones loved ones leave to seck Fresh woods and 
pastures new. 


HE CONVICTED HIMSELF. 
ScENE—Court of Probate. Dumily Lawycr being examined, 
Examining Counsel, Aud when did you first come to the con- 

clusion that the testator was—er—er—a fool? 
Witness, When he came to me for advice— 
[Lemainder uf sentence inaudible, ving to laughter in Court. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


GiLtT Edges: The conscience of the guilty one, till he is cut as 
with a sharp knife. 

No doubt “charity suffereth long”; but the poor devil who 
waits for charity sutiereth longer. 

THE man who walks from Great Dover Street to New Cross 
Road after closing-time will find that he has * Nocrem in the Old 
Kent Road.” 

Ir you take a nap before tea, is it right to call it “ ‘fore-tea winks"? 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romance or Sart Lake City.) 
on 
CHAPTER XI. 

_ THERE was thus a strong spirit of opposition aroused in the 
city. The femaie portion of the city were irritated at the advent of 
Mrs, Sugg, and called her a bold-faced thing, The ladies held a 
meeting In regard to the prevailing excitement, which was largely 


The ship stcamed slowly from the harbour. 


attended, and resolutions condemning Mrs. Sugg were passed. It 
was, however, pointed out that the press would be against them, 
for the Press was hugely delighted at the succ which had 
attended its determined championship of the lone and deserted 
Mrs. Sugg, and that they count not hope to accomplish anything 
against Mrs. Sugg by determined opposition, The mecting there- 
fore resolved to keep the real state of its feelings towards Mrs. 5. 
to itself, and to appoint a committee to aid the male portion of 
the community in succouring her, with full instructions to do 
all in their power to accelerate her departure in prosecution of the 
pursuit of her missing husband, but about whose existence, to 
tell the truth, many a fair one entertained very serious doubt. 

The committee spared no pains in furthering this object. They 
searched out a steamer and chartered her to convey Mrs. Sugg to 
lat. 25'8., long. 148 W., and there to land the whole seventeen sec. 
tions of Mrs, Surg on the island on which it was presumed her 
husband had found shelter. An express but secret instruction was 
also delivered to the skipper of the vessel that he was to find the 
proper island if possible, but that in any case Mrs, Sugg was to be 
landed, and was on no ac- 
count te be brought back to 
San Francisco, or the com. 
mittee would know the 
reason why with a vense- 
ance, 

These arrangements were 
hurried on as quickly as pos- 
sible by the ladies’ com. 
mittee, but they still oceu- 
pied several weeks, The 
male Committee would have 
liked to prolong the delay, 
Dut all attempts at procras- 
tination were sternly re 
pressed by the ladies, A 
farewell meeting was ar- 
ranged, at which much tes 
was drunk, and sentiment 
talked. Next day Mrs. Saucy 
was conveyed in state to the 
waiting steamer amidst ine 
mense demonstrations of 
enthusiasm, The ladies’ com. 
mittee sternly repressed the 
male committee from beim 
too demonstrative in their 
fatherly and brotherly atlee- 
tion, and amid cheers, 
responded to from the deck 
of the versel by the waving 
of seventeen pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs. the ship steamed 
slowly from the harbour, 

That night an English 
lord arrived at San Francisco, giving the newspapers something 
fresh to write sbout. And the press jumped at the opportunity 
with gusto. They interviewed that lord till the whole city was 
acquainted with his family history from the time of the creation 
of the title; they wrote columns and columns upon his appear. 
ance, his manners, his moustache, the pattern of his trousers and 
the way he wore his hair. The readers liked it, too, and in 
twenty-four hours Mra, Sugg was as much forgotten as if she had 
never existed. 

* * ° ° ° * 
Zephaniah P. Sugg had not been uncomfortable in his voyage 
from the Brenda to the land which he saw lay only about a mile 
from the vessel when he started. True he had been uneasy at first 
in fear that a shark might heave round in search of fresh ‘ood, but 
no shark appeared ; and as he slowly drifted onwards, his dread 
of the water and its possibilities were diverted into doubts of the 
land and its probabilities. Z. P. Sugg had read missionary records 
in his youth, and he knew that the savage had an uncomfortable 
habit of soothing his appetite by taking ina stranger at intervals, 
and as he approached the shore, the uncertainties of his position 
and prospects were accentuated by his seeing: three natives 
clothed inadequately with a smile and a girdle of reeds intently 
observing his 
progress. 

Had Z. P. 
Sugg seen any 
means of avoid- 
ing a reception 
of this sort he 
would have 
adopted them. 
But he saw 
none, He was 
within a hun- 
dred yards of 
the shore; the 
ship he had left 
ad long since 
disappeared 
over the edge 
of the horizon, 
It was evident 
he could not 
cruise over the 
whole — Pacific 
on a couple of 
narrow planks 
with nothing 
but a box of 
biscuits to sup- 

port nature. 
He wo at d 
accept what Fs 
aiipenred to be inevitable. If the savages decided to eat him, it 
would at least end his difliculties, and even that was something. 


(To be continued nest week.) 
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The aristocracy and the I'ress. 


Three natives observing Lis progress, 
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THE ONLY REMEDY. 


THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
“ 
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i tl TRA Py 
No, 320. -PRINCE HENRY OF BATTENBERG, F.O.S. 
“Like a large number of things nowadays, the subject of thie 
j week's sketch was *inade in Germany, and, like the majority of 
such articles, is of doubtful usefulne-8 and stability. Froin a 
very early ave our hero evinced a very decided dislke to the 
} sansaye so beloved of the Fatherland, and his antipathy to saur- 


kraut was equally manifest. One day, in a momeut of idleness 
and unwonted affluence, he chanced to Wander into au Enylish 
restaurant in one of the better streets of bis native city, and for 
the tirst time tasted the roast beef of Old England. So delighted 
was he at the experience, that he at once resolved to visit these 
shores, and advertised that he wonkd sell his title for the price of 
1 we money to Engh. Finding no purchasers, he pawned 
Hiest of his wardrobe and booked a birth with the proceels, a 
preceeding he has not since regretted, for whereas as a plain 
Herr he would have been compelled to play the trombone in 
a brass baud, or assume the profession of a waiter, as a Prince 
he was welcomed at Court, warriel an English princess, aul 
now lives comfortably upon an income derived from the Britis! 
taxpayer. Chiefly because he knows on which side his brew! 
ix buttered, he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit presented to him July 25th, 1845."—_Debreot Improved. 
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ahe. Yes. 
He, What? 
&he. Keep out of my sight. 


Wye, What on earth rampus, Algernon, have you been having 
ap the billiard room 7 

Ferspiring MU Ws all ri’, love, ve only been having on the 
mittens with a profesional bruiser iu case of auotlicr dust up in 
the House. 
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(1) “Here y’ are, lady, ‘is name is Orme, and he has been ridden by all the crowned 
‘eis of Europe.”--—(2) “Full speed abead !”"——(3) “Here, eome out o' that, no 


GIRIS 
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A CRACK CHUTEIST. | 


“Please, mum, it must have been the last servant who Las 
left him.” 
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Jones was the erack shot of his corps, 60 was 
force’ to abseut himself from Mrs. J., as be bad 
a deal of chuting on hand this scason. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


He, Oan I do anything to break you of the habit of saying sarcastic things? 


SLOPER’S KISSED. 


No. 74.—Sabiua, 


[Satu day, August 12, 1893, 


a 


“No, I can't fight you just now, ‘eos Tye ot the 
Dook of Kembridye comin’ to dinucr, and I dowt suit 
tw shatter his nerves,” 


CRICKET NOTES. 
No. 6.—Long Leg and Slip. 


A SHILLING DONKEY RIDE. 


bathing allowel here, d'ye ‘ear ?"——-14) “Sived! sived from a wertery criv-.” 
And brave, beroic coastguard Smith gets a medal for saving life at sva. 


HIS SPECIALITY. 


“Want a smart boy to clean the orfice, sir?” *EN? Wil 
Thee 


ont you're so thin.” © That's the beauty o° me, sir 
ain't no ciack uor crevice what I can't get into.” 


a 


bee a ae 
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